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In the Moment:

Music and Amnesia

You are the music
while the music lasts.

—7T. s. eL10T, The Four Quartets

n January 1985, his wife records, Clive Wearing, an eminent
English musician and musicologist in his mid-forties, was
reading “The Lost Mariner,” a piece I had written about a
patient with severe amnesia. My patient, Jimmie, I wrote, was
“isolated in a single moment of being, with a moat or lacuna of
forgetting all round him....He is a man without a past (or
future), stuck in a constantly changing, meaningless moment.””
“Clive and I,” Deborah Wearing wrote in her memoir, Forever

1. Jimmie’s story, “The Lost Mariner,” was published in The Man Who Mistook His Wife
for a Hat.
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Today, “could not get this story out of our heads and talked about
it for days.” They had no way of knowing that they were, as Deb-
orah put it, “staring into 2 mirror of our own future. ”

Two months later, Clive himself was struck by a devastating
brain infection, a herpes encephalitis, affecting especially the
parts of his brain concerned with memory; and he was left in
a state far worse even than that of the patient I had described.
Jimmie had a memory span of about half a minute; with Clive,
it was only a few seconds. New events and experiences were
effaced almost instantly, as Deborah wrote:

His ability to perceive what he saw and heard was unim-
paired. But he did not seem to be able to retain any impres-
sion of anything for more than a blink.? Indeed, if he did
blink, his eyelids parted to reveal a2 new scene. The view
before the blink was utterly forgotten. Each blink, each
glance away and back, brought him an entirely new view. I
tried to imagine how it was for him. . . . Something akin to a
film with bad continuity, the glass half empty, then full, the
cigarette suddenly longer, the actor’s hair now tousled, now
smooth. But this was real life, a room changing in ways that
were physically impossible.

In addition to this inability to preserve new memories, Clive
had a devastating retrograde amnesia, a deletion of virtually his

_ entire past.
i _When he was filmed in 1986 for Jonathan Miller's extraordi-
gafy_-BB_C documentary, Prisoner of Consciousness, Clive showed

z.;_-'A ot i_s: paint; early in his illness, it was very difficult for Clive to fx his mind on
ariything--his atténtion was volatile and darted to and fro, Now that his state is more
sefttied_,_ Clive is more readily able to maintain a conversation or to remember 2 string of
digits ora sentence or two of what he reads—so the title of a recent documentary about
him, Thé Man'swith the Seven Second Memory |Granada Television, 2cos),

nearer the mark, i probably
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a desperate aloneness, fear, and bewilderment, He was acutely,
continually, agonizingly conscious that something bizarre, some-
thing terrible, was the matter. His constantly repeated com-
plaint, however, was not of a faulty memory, but of being
deprived, in some uncanny and terrible way, of all experience,
deprived of consciousness and life itself. As Deborah wrote,

It was as if every waking moment was the first waking
moment. Clive was under the constant impression that he
had just emerged from unconsciousness because he had no
evidence in his own mind of ever being awake before. .., "I
haven’t heard anything, seen anything, touched anything,
smelled anything,” he would say. “It’s like being dead.”

Desperate to hold on to something, to gain some purchase,
Clive started to keep a journal, first on scraps of paper, then in a
notebook. But his journal entries consisted{_essentially, of the
statements I am awake” or “I am conscious,’.’ entered again and
again every few minutes. He would write: “2.10 pm: this time
properly awake....2.14 pm: this time finally awake....2.35
pm: this time completely awake,” along with negations of these
statements: “At 9.40 pm I awoke for the first time, despite my
previous claims.” This in turn was crossed out, followed by “I
was fully conscious at 10.35 pm, and awake for the first time in
many, many weeks.” This in turn was canceled out by the next
entry.3 .

This dreadful journal, almost void of any other content but

3. 1 had suggested to my patient Jimmie that he keep a diary, but these attempts were
foiled, at first, by his continually losing the diary. Even when we were able to organize a
way for him to find his notebook every day, keeping it always in the same place by his
bedside, this too failed, for he dutifully kept his journal but had no recollection of his ear-
lier entries in it. He recognized his own writing and was always astounded to find that he
had written something the day before.
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these passionate assertions and denials, intending to affirm exis-
tence and continuity but forever contradicting them, was filled
anew each day, and soon mounted to hundreds of aimost identical
pages. It was a terrifying and poignant testament to Clive’s men-
tal state, his lostness, in the years that followed his amnesia—
a state that Deborah, in Miller’s film, called “a never-ending
agony.”

Mr. Thompson, another profoundly amnesic patient I knew,
dealt with his abysses of amnesia by fluent confabulations.4 He
was wholly inmersed in his quick-fire inventions and had no
insight into what was happening; so far as he was concerned,
there was nothing the matter. He would confidently identify or
misidentify me as a friend of his, a custorner in his delicatessen,
a kosher butcher, another doctor—as a dozen different people in
the course of a few minutes. This sort of confabulation was not
one of conscious fabrication. It was, rather, a strategy, a desperate
attempt—unconscious and almost automatic—to provide a sozt
of continuity, a narrative continuity, when memory, and thus
experience, was being snatched away every instant.

Though one cannot have direct knowledge of one’s own amne-
sia, there may be ways to infer it: from the expressions on
people’s faces when one has repeated something half a dozen
times, when one looks down at one’s coffee cup and finds that it
mpty, when one looks at one’s diary and sees entries in one's
' dw:_citing. Lacking memory, lacking direct experiential
ge; amnesiacs have to make hypotheses and inferences,
sually :make plausible ones. They can infer that they
oing ‘something, been somewhere, even though
'hat they have been doing or where. Yet

tin “A Matter of Identity,” a chapter in The Man
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Clive, rather than making plausible guesses, always came to the
conclusion that he had just been “awakened,” that he had been
#dead.” This seemed to me a reflection of the almost instanta-
neous effacement of perception for Clive—thought itself was
almost impossible within this tiny window of time. Indeed,
Clive once said to Deborah, “I am completely incapable of
thinking.”

At the beginning of his illness, Clive would sometimes be con-
founded at the bizarre things he experienced. Deborah wrote of
how, coming in one day, she saw him

holding something in the palm of one hand, and repeatedly
covering and uncovering it with the other hand as if he were
a magician practising a disappearing trick. He was holding a
chocolate. He could feel the chocolate unmoving in his left
palm, and yet every time he lifted his hand he told me it
revealed a brand new chocolate.

#T,00k!” he said. “It's new!” He couldn’t take his eyes
off it.

“Tt's the same chocolate,” I said gently.

“No . .. look! It’s changed. It wasn't like that before . . .”
He covered and uncovered the chocolate every couple of sec-
onds, lifting and looking.

“Lool! It's different again! How do they do it?”

Within months Clive’s confusion gave way to the agony, the
desperation, that are so clear in Miller's flm. This, in turn, was
succeeded by a deep depression, as it came upon him—if only in
sudden, intense, and immediately forgotten moments—that his
former life was over, that he was incorrigibly disabled, and that
the rest of his life would be spent in institutions.

As the months passed without any real improvement, the hope

e
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of significant recovery became fainter and fainter, and towards the
end of 1985 Clive was moved to a room in a chronic psychiatric
unit—a 10om he was to occupy for the next six and a half years,
but which he was never able to recognize as his owrn. A young psy-
chologist saw Clive for a period of time in 1990 and kept a verba-
tim record of everything he said, and this caught the grim mood
that had taken hold. Clive said at one point, “Can you imagine
one night five years long? No dreaming, no waking, no touch, no
taste, no smell, no sight, no sound, no hearing, nothing at all. It's
like being dead. I came to the conclusion that I was dead.”

The only times of feeling alive were when Deborah visited
him. But the moment she left, he was desperate once again and
by the time she got home, ten or fifteen minutes later, she would
find repeated messages from him on her answering machine:
“Please come and see me, darling—it's been ages since I've seen
you. Please fly here at the speed of light.”

To imagine the future was no more possible for Clive than to
remember the past—both were engulfed by the onslaught of
amnesia. Yet at some level, Clive could not be unaware of the
sort of place he was in, and the likelihood that the rest of his life,
his endless night, would be spent in such a place.

But then, seven years after his illness, after huge efforts made
by Deborah, Clive was moved to a small country residence for the
brain-injured, much more congenial than a hospital. Here he was
one of only a handful of patients, and in constant contact with 2
dedicated staff who treated him as an individual and respected his
intelligence and talents. He was taken off most of his heavy tran-
quilizers, and seemed to enjoy his walks around the village and
gardens near the home, the spaciousness, the fresh food.

For the first eight or nine years in this new home, Deborah
told me, “Clive was calmer and sometimes jolly, a bit more con-
tent, but often with angry outbursts still, unpredictable, with-
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drawn, spending most of his time in his room alone,” But gradu-
ally, in the last six or seven years, Clive has become more socia-
ble, more talkative. Conversation {though of a “scripted” sort}
has come to fill what had been before empty, solitary, and desper-
ate days.

HOUGH 1 HAD corresponded with Deborah since Clive
first became ill, it was only twenty years later that I met
Clive in person. And he was so changed from the haunted,
agonized man I had seen in Miller’s 1986 film that I was scarcely
prepared for the dapper, bubbling figure who opened the door
when Deborah and I went to visit him in the summer of 2005. He
had been reminded of our visit just before we arrived, and he
flung his arms around Deborah the moment she entered.
Deborah introduced me: “This is Dr. Sacks,” and Clive imme-
diately said, “You doctors work twenty-four hours a day, don’t
you? You're always in demand.” We went up to his room, which
contained an electric organ console and a piano piled high with
music. Some of the scores, I noted, were transcriptions of Orlan-
dus Lassus, the Renaissance composer whose works Clive had
edited. I saw Clive’s journal by the washstand—he has now filled
up scores of volumes, and the current one is always kept in this
exact location. Next to it was an etymological dictionary with
dozens of reference slips of different colors stuck between the
pages and a large, handsome volume, The 100 Most Beautiful
Cathedrals in the World. A Canaletto print hung on the wall,
and I asked Clive if he had ever been to Venice. No, he said (but
Deborah told me they had visited several times before his
illness). Looking at the print, Clive pointed out the dome of a
church: “Look at it,” he said, “see how it soars—like an angel!”
When I asked Deborah whether Clive knew about her memoir,
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she told me that she had shown it to him twice before, but that
he had instantly forgotten. I had my own heavily annotated copy
with me, and asked Deborah to show it to him again.

“You've written a book!” he cried, astonished, *Well done!
Congratulations!” He peered at the cover. “All by you? Good
heavens!” Excited, he jumped for joy. Deborah showed him the
dedication page (“For my Clive”). “Dedicated to me?” He hugged
her. This scene was repeated several times within a few minutes,
with almost exactly the same astonishment, the same expres-
sions of delight and joy each time.

Clive and Deborah are still very much in love with each other,
despite his amnesia (indeed, the subtitle of Dehorah’s book is
A Memoir of Love and Amnesia). He greeted her several times as
if she had just arrived. It must be an extraordinary situation, I
thought, both maddening and flattering, to be seen always as
new, as a gift, a blessing.

Clive had, in the meantime, addressed me as “Your Highness”
and inquired at intervals, “Been at Buckingham Palace? . . . Are
you the prime minister? . . . Are you from the U.N.?” He laughed
when I answered, “Just the U.S.” This joking or jesting was of a
somewhat waggish, stereotyped nature and highly repetitive.
Clive had no idea who I was, little idea who anyone was, but this
bonhomie allowed him to make contact, to keep a conversation
going. I suspected he had some damage to his frontal lobes, too—
such jokiness (neurologists speak here of Witzelsucht, joking
disease), like his impulsiveness and chattiness, could go with a
weakening of the usual, social frontal lobe inhibitions.

He was excited at the notion of going out for lunch, lunch with
Deborah. “Isn't she a wonderful woman?” he kept asking me.
"Doesn’t she have marvelous kisses?” I said yes, I was sure she had.

As we drove to the restaurant, Clive, with great speed and
fluency, invented words for the letters on the license plates of

In the Moment: Music and Amnesia 200

passing cars: JCK was Japanese Clever Kid; NKR was New King
of Russia; and BDH (Deborah’s car] was British Daft Hospital,
then Blessed Dutch Hospital. Forever Today, Deborah’s book,
immediately became “Three-Ever Today,” “Two-Ever Today,”
“One-Ever Today.” This incontinent punning and rhyming and
clanging was virtually instantaneous, occurring with a speed no
normal person could match. It resembled Tourettic or savantlike
speed, the speed of the preconscious, undelayed by reflection.

When we arrived at the restaurant, Clive did all the license
plates in the parking lot and then, elaborately, with a bow and a
flourish, let Deborah enter: “Ladies first!” He looked at me with
some uncertainty as I followed them to the table: “Are you join-
ing us, too?”

When I offered him the wine list, he looked it over and
exclaimed: “Good God! Australian wine! New Zealand wine!
The colonies are producing something original—how exciting!”
This partly indicated his retrograde amnesia—he is still in the
19éos [if he is anywhere), when Australian and New Zealand
wines were almost unheard of in England. “The colonies,” how-
ever, was part of his compulsive waggery and parody.

At lunch he talked about Cambridge—he had been at Clare
College, but had often gone next door to King’s, for their famous
choir. He spoke of how after Cambridge, in 1968, he joined the
London Sinfonietta, where they played modern music, though
he was already attracted to the Renaissance and Lassus. He was
the chorus master there, and he reminisced that singers could
not talk during coffee breaks; they had to save their voices (“It
was often misunderstood by the instrumentalists, seemed stand-
offish to them”). These all sounded like genuine memories. But
they could, equally, have reflected his knowing about these
events, rather than actual memories of them—expressions of
“semantic” memory rather than “event” or “episodic” memory.
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Then he spoke of the Second World War {he was born in 1938}
and how they would go to bomb shelters and play chess or cards
there. He said that he remembered the doodlebugs: “There were
more bombs in Birmingham than in London.” Was it possible
that these were genuine memories? He would only have been six
or seven, at most. Or was he confabulating or simply, as we all
do, repeating stories he had been told as a child?

At one point, he talked about pollution and how dirty petrol
engines were. When I told him I had a hybrid with an electric
motor as well as a combustion engine, he was astounded, as if
something he had read about as a theoretical possibility had, far
sooner than he had imagined, become a reality.

In her remarkable book, so tender, yet so tough-minded and
realistic, Deborah wrote about the change which had so struck
me: that Clive was now “garrulous and outgoing . . . could talk
the hind legs off a donkey.” There were certain themes he tended
to stick to, she said, favorite subjects {electricity, the Tube, stars
and planets, Queen Victoria, words and etymologies), which
would all be brought up again and again:

“Have they found life on Mars yet?”
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“Because of the pollution. We've been emitting gases into
the atmnosphere. And puncturing the ozone layer.”

“"OH NO! That could be disastrous!”

"“People are already getting more cancers.”

“Oh, aren't people stupid! Do you know the average IQ is
only 100? That's terribly low, isn‘t it? One hundred. It’s no
wonder the world’s in such a mess.”

“Cleverness isn’t everything . . .”

“Well, no . . .”

“It's better to be good-hearted than clever.”

“Yes, you've got a point.”

“And you don't have to be clever to be wise.”

“No, that’s true.”

Clive’s scripts were repeated with great frequency, some-
times three or four times in one phone call. He stuck to sub-
jects he felt he knew something about, where he would be
on safe ground, even if here and there something apocryphal
crept in. . . . These small areas of repartee acted as stepping
stones on which he could move through the present. They
enabled him to engage with others.

“No, darling, but they think there might have been
water...”

“Really? Isn't it amazing that the sun goes on burning?
Where does it get all that fuel? It doesn’t get any smaller.
And it doesn’t move. We move round the sun. How can it
keep on burning for millions of years? And the earth stays

.- the same temperature. It's so finely balanced.”

ufThey say it's getting warmer now, love. They call it
“global warming.”
“Nol Why's that?”

I'would put it even more strongly and use a phrase that Debozah
used in another connection, when she wrote of Clive being poised
upon “a tiny platform . . . above the abyss.” Clive’s loquacity, his
almost compulsive need to talk and keep conversations going,
served to maintain a precarious platform, and when he came to a
stop, the abyss was there, waiting to engulf him, This, indeed, is
what happened when we went to a supermarket and he got sepa-
rated briefly from Deborah. He suddenly exclaimed, “I'm con-
scious now...never saw a human being before...for thirty
years. . .it's like death!” He looked very angry and distressed.
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Deborah said the staff calls these grim monologues his “deads”—
they make a note of how many he has in a day or a week and gauge
his state of mind by their number.

Deborah thinks that repetition has slightly dulled the very
real pain that goes with this agonized but stereotyped complaint,
but when he says such things, she will distract him immediately.
Once she has done this, there seems to be no lingering mood—an
advantage of his amnesia. And, indeed, once we were back in the
car, Clive was off on his license plates again.

ACK IN HIS ROOM, I spotted the two velumes of Bach’s

Forty-eight Preludes and Fugues on top of the piano and
asked Clive if he would play one of them, He said that he had
never played any of them before, but then he played Prelude g in
E major and said as he played, “I remember this one.” He remem-
bers almost nothing unless he is actually doing it; then it may
come to him. He inserted a tiny, charming improvisation at one
point, and did a sort of Chico Marx ending, with a huge down-
ward scale. With his great musicality and his playfulness, he can
easily improvise, joke, play with any piece of music.’

5- Some readers have expressed surprise that someone with a dense amnesia like Clive®
El;ogh‘:l be able to be p!a.yful or to improvise, Would not the performance of an amri:esial: ?}Z
5 elom:empo, dyn.am‘:cs, ph.rasm.g, etc.? But spontaneity, improvisation, experiment, and
xploration are.bmlt into the mind of any creative musician [Mozart, it is said, could
Ezilﬂ p[;?r a piece of music—his own or anyone else’s—withont im;;rovising {'iddling
s - - .
pghic ;e ;;-lg, and these qualities are evident gven in the musical hallucinations Clive has

Deborah wrote about this § i i
Wil out this in a 1995 article coauthored with the psychologist Barbara

i—]ﬁ hfaarisli wl&zilt }_1&: think? is a tape of himself playing in the distance. He refers to

: 5 zln nls aries as a ‘master tape.” ... If asked to sing what he can hear—a

31;:1 ! :1, thy ever heard in the di.st:mce—he picks the tune up in the middle and is

Ean led it;;: Eo 2111112 e!hse hears i, Half an hour later when asked to sing what he
sually the same tune bue someti; in a di ifi

ere vaglaying v oan mes sung in a different style as if it
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His eye fell on the book about cathedrals, and he talked about
cathedral bells—did I know how many combinations there could
be with eight bells? “Eight by seven by six by five by four by
three by two by one,” he rattled off. “Factorial eight.” And then,
without pause: “That's forty thousand.” (I worked it out labori-
ously: it is 40,320.)

I asked him about prime ministers. Tony Blair? Never heard of

him. John Major? No. Margaret Thatcher? Vaguely familiar.
Harold Macmillan, Harold Wilson: ditto. (But earlier in the day,
he had seen a car with JMV plates and instantly said, “John Major
Vehicle”—showing that he had an implicit memory of Major's
name.) Deborah wrote of how he could not remember her name,
“but one day someone asked him to say his full name, and he
said, ‘Clive David Deborah Wearing—funny name that. I don’t
know why my parents called me that’” He has gained other
implicit memories, too, slowly picking up new knowledge, like
the layout of his residence. He can go alone now to the bath-
room, the dining room, the kitchen—but if he stops and thinks
en route, he is lost. Though he could not describe his residence,
Deborah tells me that he unclasps his seat belt as they draw near
and offers to get out and open the gate. Later, when he makes her
coffee, he knows where the cups, the milk, and the sugar are
kept. (He cannot say where they are, but he can go to them; he
has actions, but few facts, at his disposal.)

I decided to widen the testing and asked Clive to tell me the
names of all the composers he knew. He said, “Handel, Bach,
Beethoven, Berg, Mozart, Lassus.” That was it. Deborah told me
that at first, when asked this question, he would omit Lassus, his
favorite composer. This seemed appalling for someone who had
been not only a musician but an encyclopedic musicologist. Per-
haps it reflected the shortness of his attention and recent imme-
diate memory—perhaps he thought that he had in fact given us
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dozens of names. So I asked him other questions on a variety of
topics that he would have been knowledgeable about in his ear-
lier days. Again, there was a paucity of information in his replies
and sometimes something close to a blank. I started to feel that I
had been beguiled, in a sense, by Clive’s easy, nonchalant, fluent
conversation into thinking that he still had a great deal of general
information at his disposal, despite the loss of memory for
events. Given his intelligence, ingenuity, and humor, it was easy
to think this on meeting him for the first time. But repeated
conversations rapidly exposed the limits of his knowledge.
As Deborah writes in her book, Clive “stuck to subjects he
knew something about” and used these islands of knowledge as
“stepping stones” in his conversation. Clearly Clive's general
knowledge, or semantic memory, was greatly affected, too—
though not as catastrophically as his episodic memory.®
Yet semantic memory of this sort, even if comnpletely intact, is

not of much use in the absence of explicit, episodic memory.
Clive is safe enough in the confines of his residence, for instance,
but he would be hopelessly lost if he were to go out alone.
Lawrence Weiskrantz comments on the need for both sorts of
memory in his book Consciousness Lost and Found:

The amnesic patient can think about material in the imme-
diate present . . . he can also think about items in his seman-
tic memory, his general knowledge....But thinking for
successful everyday adaptation requires not only factual
knowledge, but the ability to recall it on the right occasion,

torelate it to other occasions, indeed the ability to reminisce.

6. This erosicn of semantic memory in Clive’s case was emphasized in a 1995 paper by

Barbara 501, A. EIE)? and Narinde 01N a 1008 chapte by Barbara
d Wilson, A. D. Badd . K Iy
T Kapur, and als I Dy
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This useclessness of semantic memory unaccompanied by
episodic memory is also brought out by Umberto Eco in his
novel The Mysterious Flame of Queen Loana, where the narra-
tor, an antiquarian bookseller and polymath, is a man of Eco-like
intelligence and erudition. Though amnesic from a stroke, he
retains the poetry he has read, the many languages he knows, his
encyclopedic memory of facts; but he is nonetheless helpless and
disoriented (and recovers from this only because the effects of his
stroke are transient).

It is similar, in a way, with Clive. His semantic memory,
while of little help in organizing his life, does have a crucial
social role; it allows him to engage in conversation {though it is
occasionally more monologue than conversation]. Thus, Debo-
rah wrote, “he would string all his subjects together in a row, and
the other person simply needed to nod or mumble.” By moving
rapidly from one thought to another, Clive managed to secure a -
sort of continuity, to hold the thread of consciousness and atten-
tion intact—albeit precariously, for the thoughts were held
together, on the whole, by superficial associations. Clive's ver-
bosity made him a little odd, a little too much at times, but it
was highly adaptive—it enabled him to reenter the world of
human discourse.

In the 1986 BBC film Deborah quoted Proust’s description of
waking from a heavy sleep, not knowing at first where he was, or
who he was. He had only “the most rudimentary sense of exis-
tence, such as may lurk and flicker in the depths of an animal’s
consciousness” until memory came back to him, “like a rope let
down from heaven to draw me up out of the abyss of not-being,
trom which I could never have escaped by myself”—this gave
him back his personal consciousness and identity. No rope from
heaven, no autobiographical memory will ever come down in

this way to Clive.
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FRO M THE START there have been, for Clive, two realities of
immense importance. The first of these is Deborah, whose
presence and love for him have made life tolerable, at least inter-
mittently, in the twenty or more years since his illness.

Clive's amnesia not only destroyed his ability to retain new
memories, it deleted almost all of his earlier memories, including
those of the years when he met and fell in love with Deborah—
he told Deborah, when she questioned him, that he had never
heard of John Lennon or John E Kennedy. Though he always rec-
ognized his own children, Deborah told me, “he would be sur-
prised at their height and amazed to hear he is a grandfather. He
asked his younger son what Q-level exams he was doing in 2005,
more than twenty years after Edmund left school.” Yet somehow
he always recognized Deborah as his wife when she visited and
felt moored by her presence, lost without her. He would rush to
the door when he heard her voice, and embrace her with passion-
ate, desperate fervor. Having no idea how long she had been
away—since anything not in his immediate field of perception
and attention would be lost, forgotten, within seconds—he
seemed to feel that she, too, had been lost in the abyss of time,
and so her “return” from the abyss seemed nothing short of
miraculous.

“Clive was constantly surrounded by strangers in a strange
place,” Deborah wrote,

with no knowledge of where he was or what had happened to
him. To catch sight of me was always 2 massive relief—to
know that he was not alone, that I still cared, that T loved
him, that I was there. Clive was terrified all the time. But I
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was his life, I was his lifeline. Every time he saw me, he

would run to me, fz1l on me, sobbing, clinging,

How, why, when he recognized no one else with any consis-
tency, did Clive recognize Deborah? There are clearly many sorts
of memory, and emotional memory is one of the deepest and least
understood.

Neal J. Cohen has written about the famous experiment of

Edouard Clapargde, a Swiss physician, in 1911

Upon shaking hands with a patient with Korsakoff syn-
drome [the condition which caused my patient Jimmie's
severe amnesia), Claparéde pricked her finger with a pin hid-
den in his hand. Subsequently, whenever he again attempted
to shake the patient’s hand, she promptly withdrew it. When
he questioned her about this behavior, she replied, “Isn't it
allowed to withdraw one’s hand?” and “Perhaps there is a
pin hidden in your hand,” and finally, “Sometimes pins are
hidden in hands.” Thus the patient learned the appro-
priate response based on previous experience, but she never
seemed to attribute her behavior to the personal memory of

some previously experienced event.

For Claparéde’s patient, some sort of memory of the pain, an
implicit and emotional memory, persisted. It seems certain,
likewise, that in the first two years of life, even though one
retains no explicit memories (Freud called this infantile amne-
sia}, deep emotional memories or associations are nevertheless
being made in the limbic system and other regions of the brain
where emotions are represented—and these emotional memo-
ries may determine one’s behavior for a lifetime. And a recent
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paper by Oliver Turnbull et al. has shown that patients with
amnesia can form emotional transferences to an analyst, even
though they retain no explicit memory of the analyst or
their previous meetings. Nevertheless, a strong emotional bond
begins to develop. Clive and Deborah were newly married at the
time of his encephalitis, and deeply in love for a few years before
that. His passionate relationship with Deborah, a relationship
that began before his encephalitis, and one that centers in part on
their shared love for music, has engraved itself in him—in
areas of his brain unaffected by the encephalitis—so deeply that
his amnesia, the most severe amnesia ever recorded, cannot
eradicate it.

Nonetheless, for many years he failed to recognize Deborah if
she chanced to walk past and even now, he cannot say what she
looks like unless he is actually looking at her. Her appearance,
her voice, her scent, the way they behave with each other, and
the intensity of their emotions and interactions—all this con-
firms her identity, and his own,

The other miracle was the discovery Deborah made early on,
while Clive was still in the hospital, desperately confused and
disoriented: that his musical powers were totally intact., “I
picked up some music,” Deborah wrote,

and held it open for Clive to see. I started to sing one of the
lines. He picked up the tenor lines and sang with me, A bar
or so in, I suddenly realized what was happening. He could
still read music. He was singing. His talk might be a jumble
no one could understand but his brain was still capable of
music. . .. I could hardly wait to get back to the ward and
share this news. When he got to the end of the }ine hugged
him and kissed him all over his face. . . .
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Clive could sit down at the organ and play with both
hands on the keyboard, changing stops, and with, his feet on
the pedals, as if this were easier than riding a bicycle. Sud-
denly we had a place to be together, where we could create
our own world away from the ward. Our friends came in to
sing. I left a pile of music by the bed and visitors brought

other pieces.

Miller’s ilm showed dramatically the virtually perfect preser-

vation of Clive’s musical powers and memory. In these scenes
from only a year or so after his illness, his face often appeared
tight with torment and bewilderment. But when he was con-
ducting his old choir, he did this with great sensitivity and grace,
mouthing the melodies, turning to different singers and sections
of the choir, cuing them, encouraging them, to bring out their
special parts. It is obvious that Clive not only knew the piece
perfectly, how all the parts contributed to the unfolding of the
musical thought, but also retained all the special skills of con-
ducting, his professional persona, and his own unique style.
. Clive cannot retain any memory of passing events and experi-
ence and, in addition, has lost most of the memories of events
and experiences preceding his encephalitis—how, then, does he
retain his remarkable knowledge of music, his ability to sight-
read, to play the piano and organ, sing, conduct a choir, in the
masterly way he did before he became ili?

H.M., a famous and unfortunate patient described by Scoville
and Milner in 1957, was rendered amnesic by the surgical
removal of both hippocampi along with adjacent structures of
the medial temporal lobes. {This was a desperate attempt at
treating his intractable seizures; it was not yet realized that auto-
biographic memory and the ability to form new memories of
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events depended on these structures.) Yet H.M., though he lost
many memories of his former life, had not lost any of the skills
he had acquired, and indeed he could learn and perfect new skills
with training and practice, even though he would retain no
memory of the practice sessions.

Larry Squire, a neuroscientist who has spent a lifetime explor-
ing mechanisms of memeory and amnesia, emphasizes that no
two cases of amnesia are the same. He wrote to me,

If the damage is limited to the medial temporal lobe, then one
e€xpects an impairment such as HM. had. With somewhat
more extensive medial temporal lobe damage, one can expect
something more severe, as in E.P. [this is a patient whom
Squire and his colleagues have investigated intensively|,
With the addition of frontal damage, perhaps one begins to
understand Clive’s impairment. Or pechaps one needs lateral
temporal damage as well, or basal forebrain damage. Clive’s

case is unique, and not like HM. or like Claparzde’s patient,
because a particular pattern of anatomical damage occurred.

We cannot write about amnesia as if it were a single entity
like murnps or measles.

Yet H.M.’s case made it clear that two very different sorts of
memory could exist: 2 conscious memory of events {episodic
memory] and an unconscious memory for procedures—and that
such procedural memory is unimpaired in amnesia.

This is dramatically clear with Clive, too, for he can shave
shower, look after his grooming, and dress elegantly, with tastf,z
and style; he maves confidently and is fond of dancing. He talks
fluently and abundantly, using a large vocabulary; he can read
and write in several languages. He is good at calculation, He can
make phone calls, and he can find the coffee things and find his
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way about the home. If he is asked how to do these things, he
cannot say, but he does them. Whatever involves a sequence or
pattern of action, he does fluently, unhesitatingly.”

But can Clive’s beautiful playing and singing, his masterly
conducting, his powers of improvisation be adequately charac-
terized as “skills” or “procedure”? For his playing is infused

7. An extraordinary but not uncommon condition, first recognized in the 1960s, is wan-
stent global amnesia, or TGA—an amnesia that lasts only a few hours but may be very
severe. It has never been clear what causes TGAs, but they are more common in middle-
aged and elderly patients and sometimes occur in the course of 2 migraine; there is often
only a single attack in a lifetime. Such 2 transient amnesia rmay come on at any time, with
effects that can be comic or alarming. My niece Caroline Beazsted, a physician in England,
told me of & patient of hers, an ardent fisherman, who had longed for years to catch a giant
trout in a nearby stream. By a bizarre coincidence, he had an attack of TGA while he was
fshing one day. It did not impair his skills in the least, and he caught the trout—but
catching it, the absolute peak of his fishing life, left no trace in his mind, and no memory
of it was ever retrieved. When shown photographs of himself cradling the prize fish in his
arms, he did not know whether to laugh or cry.

A more alarming story was related to me by the neurclogist Harold Klawans, about a
colleague of his, 4 general surgeon, whe became smnesic towards the end of a gallbladder
operation. He became uncertain, confused, repetitive: “Did I remove the gailbladder?” he
asked repeatedly. “What am 1 doing? Where am 7 The nurse who was assisting him won-
dered if he had had a stroke but, seeing that his surgical skill was unimpaired despite a
profound memory impairment, kept him going by handing him the sutures one by one—
and so, with her help, he closed the abdomen suecessfully. While he was himself again in
a few hours, he never recovered any memory of the operation he had performed. Klawans
subsequently published a description of this incident, and of his own careful examination
of the surgeon while still amnesic.

The commonest cause of a brief global amnesia is a “blackout,” as may oceur if one
has drunk too heavily. It is typical here, as in attacks of TGA, that one may—like the fish-
erman or the surgeon—function at quite a high level; event memory may be knocked out,
but procedural memery can carry one along. A correspondent, Matthew H., related the
following story:

Fused to play keyboards in a rock band for many years, and for my twenty-second
birthday we were playing in a small town at a small bar (luckily with not too many
patrons). Being young and irresponsible, I drank 2 few too many aicoholic bever-
ages in berween sets. Then I seem to have blacked out, and “came to” on stage
while playing 2 Rolling Stones song. I was so inebriated that I remember being
amazed that my fingers could play the song, and I was completely disasscciated
from it, just watching them move and play the right notes and chords with the rest
of the band. When [ tried to interject and “play along” with the music, I literally
could not remember haw to play  single thing, and I completely interrupted the
flow of my playing. Luckily I seem to have blacked out again after that, because
that was all 1 remembered. Oddly enough, when I quizzed my band mates the next
day, they said that I played along with every song just fine {aside from the brief
interlude during the Stones song], and they had not known I was so drunk.
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with intelligence and feeling, with a sensitive attunement to
the musical structure, the composer's style and mind. Can any
artistic or creative performance of this caliber be adequately
explained by “procedural memory”? Episadic or explicit mem-
ory, we know, develops relatively late in childhood and is depen-
dent on a complex brain system involving the hippocampi and
temporal lobe structures, the system that is compromised in
severe amnesiacs and all but obliterated in Clive. The basis of pro-
cedural or implicit memory is less easy to define, but it certainly
involves larger and more primitive parts of the brain—subcortical
structures like the basal ganglia and cerebellum and their many
connections to each other and to the cerebral cortex. The size and
variety of these systems guarantees the robustness of procedural
memory and the fact that, unlike episodic memory, procedural
memory can remain largely intact even in the face of extensive
damage to the hippocampi and medial temporal lobe structures.

Episodic memory depends on the perception of particular and
often unique events, and one’s memories of such events, like
one’s original perception of them, are not only highly individual
(colored by one’s interests, concerns, and values), but prone to
be revised or recategorized every time they are recalled. This is
in fundamental contrast to procedural memory, where it is all-
important that the remembering be literal, exact, and reproduc-
ible. Repetition and rehearsal, timing and sequence are of the
essence here. Rodolfo Llings, the neurophysiologist, uses the term
“fixed action patterns” [FAPs) for such procedural mernories.
Some of these may be present even before birth (fetal horses, for
example, may gallop in the womb). Much of the early motor
development of the child depends on learning and refining such
procedures, through play, imitation, trial and error, and incessant
rehearsal. All of these start to develop long before the child can
call on any explicit or episodic memories.
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Is the concept of fixed action patterns any more illuminating
than that of procedural memories in relation to the enormously
complex, creative performances of a professional musician? In
his book I of the Vortex, Llinds writes:

When a soloist such as [Jascha} Heifetz plays with a sym-
phony orchesira accompanying him, by convention the con-
certo is played purely from memory. Such playing implies
that this highly specific motor pattern is stored somewhere
and subsequently released at the time the curtain goes up.

But for a performer, Llinds writes, it is not sufficient to have
implicit memory only; one must have explicit memory as well:®

Without intact explicit memory, Jascha Heifetz would not
remember from day to day which piece he had chosen to
work on previously, or that he had ever worked on that piece
before. Nor would he recall what he had accomplished the
day before or by analysis of past experience what particular
problems in execution should be a focus of today’s practice
session. In fact, it would not occur to him to have a practice
session at all; without close direction from someone else he
would be effectively incapable of undertaking the process of

learning any new piece, irrespective of his considerable tech-

nical skills.

8. There is no one way to memorize a piece of music—different musicians use different
ways, or comhinations of ways: auditory, kinesthetic, visual, along with higher-order
perceptions of the music’s rules, grammar, feeling, and intentionality. We know this not
only from personal accounts of musical memory and experimental studies of it, but from
the many brain regions which {with {MRI} are visibly activated in the learning of 2 new
piece.
But once a piece is learned, analyzed, studied, pondered, practiced, and incorporated
into one'’s repertoire—one’s procedural memory-~then it can be played or will “play
itself” automatically, without effort of deliberation or conscious thoughe.
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This, too, is very much the case with Clive, who, for all his musi-
cal powers, needs “close direction” from others. He needs some-
one to put the music before him, to get him into action, and to
make sure that he learns and practices new pieces.

What is the relationship of action patterns and procedural
memories, which are associated with relatively primitive
portions of the nervous system, to consciousness and sensibility,
which depend on the cerebral cortex? Practice involves con-
scious application, monitoring what one is doing, bringing all
one’s intelligence and sensibility and values to bear—even
though what is so painfully and consciously acquired may then
become automatic, coded in motor patterns at a subcortical
level. Each time Clive sings or plays the piano or conducts a
choir, automatism comes to his aid. But what comies out in an
artistic or creative performance, though it depends on automa-
tisms, is anything but automatic. The actual performance reani-
mates him, engages him as a creative person; it becomes fresh
and alive, and perhaps contains new improvisations or innova-
tions.? Once Clive starts playing, his “momentum,” as Deborah
writes, will keep him, and keep the piece, going, Deborah, herself
a musician, expresses this very precisely:

The momentum of the music carried Clive from bar to bar.
Within the structure of the piece, he was held, as if the

. ‘The abili i isti i
i b ;bih:yl t© retain and.enlarge artistic repertoire, even in the presence of amnesia
it Is} ::t'mgltﬁ evident in an eminent actor who developed amnesia after open-hea:g
Becker;' andﬁa e loss o.f event memary, his enormous repertoire, from Marlowe to
Becke i':ighest . s;Lflper_b a;lui-xg skills were never affected, and he remains able to perform
roiessional level. His ability to learn i ite i
o the big sional le 1is abilicy new parts is also quite intact—for
warn. rnfatiI:)H;'Er ::ée_nng into 1'Icl, taking it into oneself, is very different from acquiring new
1s essentially procedural in character, Lackin ici

niorm er. Lacking any explicit memory of

past performances, he feels, may even be ap advantage, for it enables him to confront

every night on stage as something new and unj i i in ri
e 4 unique, o which he will respond in rich and
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staves were tramlines and there was only one way to go. He
knew exactly where he was because in every phrase there is
context implied, by thythm, key, melody. It was marvellous
to be free. When the music stopped Clive fell through to the
lost place. But for those moments he was playing he seemed

normal.

Clive’s performance self seems, to those who know him, just
as vivid and complete as it was before his illness. This mode of
being, this self, is seemingly untouched by his amnesia, even
though his autobiographical self, the self that depends on
explicit, episodic memories, is virtually lost. The rope that is let
down from heaven for Clive comes not with recalling the past, as
for Proust, but with performance—and it holds only as long as
the performance lasts. Without performance, the thread is bro-
ken, and he is thrown back once again into the abyss.™

10. It was very similar for the amnesic narrator in Umberto Eco’s novel The Mysterious
Flame of Queen Loana:

1 started humming a tune to myself. It was automatic, like brushing my teeth ...

but once 1 began thinking about it, the song no longer came of its own accord, and

Istopped on a single note. Theld it a long time, at least five seconds, as if it were an
alarm or dirge. I no longer knew how to go forward, and I didn't know how to go
forward because I had lost what came before, ... While I was singing without
thinking T was actuaily myself for the duration of my memory, which in that case
was what you might call throat memory, with the befores and afters linked
together, and I was the complete song, and every time [ began it my vocal cords
were already preparing to vibrate the sounds to come. I think a pianist works that
way, too: even as he plays one note he's readying his fingers to strike the keys that
come pext. Without the frst notes, we won't make it to the last ones, we'll come
untuned, and we'll succeed in getting from start to finish only if we somehow con-
tain the entire song within us. I don‘t know the whole song anymore. I'm like...a
burning log. The log burns, but it has no awareness of having ance beexn part ofa
whole trunk nor any way to find out that it has been, or to know when it caught
fire, $o it burns up and that's all. I'm living in pure loss.

Eco's narrator may call it “pure loss,” but the wonder of it, in fact, is that it is pure gain,
One can gain the whole song without any explicit memory, any memory in the nsual
sense. The song aimost miraculously seems to create itself, note by note, coming from
nowhere—and vet, “somehow,” as Eco puts it, we contain the entire song.
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Deborah speaks of the “momentum” of the music in its very
structure. A piece of music is not a2 mere sequence of notes, but a
tightly organized organic whole. Every bar, every phrase, arises
organically from what preceded it and points to what will follow.
Dynamism is built into the nature of melody. And over and
above this, there is the intentionality of the composer, the style,
the order, and the logic which he has created to express his musi-
cal ideas and feelings. These, too, are present in every bar and

phrase.”* Marvin Minsky compares a sonata to a teacher or a
lesson:

No one remembers, word for word, all that was said in any
lecture, or played in any piece. But if you understood it once,
you now own new networks of knowledge, about each
theme, and how it changes and relates to others. Thus, no
one could remember Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony entire,
from a single hearing. But neither could one ever hear again
those first four notes as just four notes! Once but a tiny scrap
of sound, it is now a Known Thinga locus in the web of all
the other things we know, whose meanings and signifi-
cances depend on each other.

A piece of music will draw one in, teach one about its struc-
ture and secrets, whether one is listening consciously or not.
This is so even if one has never heard a piece of music before.
Listening to music is not a passive process but intensely active,
involving a stream of in_ferehces, hypotheses, expectations, and
anticipations (as David Huron and others have explored). We can
grasp a new piece~~how it is constructed, where it is going, what

[Ir L Scho'pen.hauer wrote of melody as having “significant and intentional connection
om beg@g to end” and as “one thought from begianing to end.”
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will come next—with such accuracy that even after a few bars
we may be able to hum or sing along with it.**

When we “remember” a melody, it plays in our mind; it
becomes newly alive.*3 There is not a process of recalling, imag-
ining, assembling, recategorizing, re-creating, as when one at-
tempts to reconstruct or remember an event or a scene from the
past. We recall one tone at a time and each tone entirely fills our
consciousness, yet simultaneously it relates to the whole. It is
similar when we walk or run or swim—we do so one step, one
stroke at a time, yet each step or stroke is an integral part of the
whole, the kinetic melody of running or swimming. Indeed, if
we think of each note or step too consciously, we may lose the
thread, the motor melody.

12. Such anticipation, such singing along, is possible because one has knowledge, largely
implicit, of musical “rules” (how a cadence must resolve, for instance) and a familiarity
with particular musical conventions [the form of a sonata, or the repetition of a theme).
But anticipation is not possible with music from a very different culture or tradition-or
if musical conventions are deliberately shattered. Jonah Lehrer, in his book Proust Was a
Neuroscientist, discusses how Stravinsky did this, famously, with his Rite of Spring,
whoge first performance in 1913 caused a riot that required the Paris police to intervene,
The audience, which had expected a traditional, classical ballet, was enraged by Stravin-
sky’s violation of the rules. But with time and repetition, the strange became familiar, and
The Rite of Spring is now a beloved concert piece, as “tame” as a Beethoven minuet
{though Beethioven, too, was hissed in his time, and some of his music regarded at first as
unintelligible, mere noise).

3. ‘Thus we can listen again and again to a recording of a piece of music, a piece we know
well, and yet it ¢an seem as fresh, as new, as the first time we heard jt, Zuckerkandl
addresses this paradox in Sound and Symbol:

Time is always new; cannot possibly be anything but new. Heard as a succession of
acoustical events, music will soon become boring; heard as the manifestation of
time eventuating, it can never bote. The paradox appears at its most zcute in the
achievement of 2 performing musician, who attains the heights if he succeeds in
performing 2 wark with which he is thoroughly familiar, as if it were the creation
of the present moment.

Pablo Casals, the consummate cellist, was also an excellent pianist, and once when he
was in his nineties, he commented to an interviewer that he had played one of Bach's
Forty-Eight Preludes and Fugues every morning for the past eighty-five years. Did he not
get tired of this? the interviewer asked. Was it not boring? No, replied Casals, each play-
ing for him was a new experience, an act of discovery.
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mormnent, nor based on any framework of autobiographical infor-
mation, but where Clive, and any of us, are finally, where we are

duct rmusi i
€ beca.use remembering music js not, in the usual . who we are.”
sense, remembering at all, Rememberi |

or playing it, is entirely in the present.
Victor Z}Ickerkandl, a philosopher of music, explores this par-
adox beautifully in his ook Sound and Sympo]-

It may be that Clive, incapable of femembering or anticipating
events because of his amnesia, is abje to sing and play and con-

ng music, listening to it,
Postscript

The hearing of a melody is a hearis " In the spring of 20?8, DebOfah sent me an update, More than
is even & condition of hearing mdoi Wz}t1 the melody. .. . It twenty years after his initial illness, she wrote,
at the moment shoujd fill : y that t%le rone present
consciousness entirely, that noth- Clive continues to surprise us. Recently he looked at my
mobile phone and asked, “Does it take pictures?” it
doesn’t), showing new semantic memory. Earlier this month
1’d been with Clive, then went outside for about ten min-
utes. I rang the doorbell to get back in and Clive opened the
door with the care assistant who had been with him the
whole time. Clive said, “Welcome back!,” perfectly aware
that I'd been there previously. His care assistant commented
on this change. The staff also told me how one day a care
assistant had lost her lighter. Ten or fifteen minutes after
hearing this, Clive came up to the same lady and gave her
the lost lighter, saying, “Is this your lighter?” The staff could
find ne explanation for his remembering who had lost the
lighter or that she had lost the lighter. . ..

We are going to atiend a rehearsal of Monteverdi Vespers
the weekend after next. Whenever his care assistants men-
tion this, Clive is cleatly delighted, saying it is one of his
favourite works. If he hears a piece he knew well in the past

ing should be remembered, nothing except it or beside it be
Present in conscioussess, | . | Hearing a melody is hearing
having heard, and being about to hear, all at onee. Ever';;
melody declares to us that the past can be there without
being remembered, the future without being foreknown,

It has been twenty years since Clive’s illness and, for him
n?thing has moved on. One might say he is still in 198 ; or, give J
his retrograde amnesia, in 1965, In some ways, he is nc;tg:m.n
where at all; he hag dropped out of Space and time altogether I; -
no longer has any inner narrative; he is not leading a life in‘th«:
sense that the rest of us do. And yet one has only to see hj
t]:.le keyboard or with Deborah to feel that, at such tim hess
hlfnself again and wholly alive. It ig not the remembrance of
thfngs past, the “once” that Clive yearns for, or can ever achieve
It is the claiming, the filling, of the present, the now, and this 1s
only possible when he is totally immersed in thel successi

moments of an act. It is the “now* that bridges the abyss o
As Deborah recently wrote to me, “Clive’s at-home.ness in

music and in hj
: in h.15 love for me are where he transcends ammnesia
and finds continuum—not the linear

es, he is

he can, when appropriate, sing along with it.
Clive does not “think about” a piece of music in the
sense that professional musicians might muse about how to

fusion of mo ment after perform it. An encounter with any piece of music will be as
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“sight-reading.” However, Clive shows when he does or
doesn’t remember the piece—for example, if T am slow to
turn over the page, he will either pause because he doesn’t
know what comes next or he may start playing the next page
of music before seeing it.

I would agree with your impression that Clive’s instr-
mental performances are not fixed in tempo, phrasing, etc.
But because Clive is a good musician, he consistently fol-
lows the dynamics and tempos—even metronome marks
{without recourse to a metronorme)—from the page. Where
there is no metronome mark, his tempo will still usually be
the tempo he would have set before his illness—and proba-
bly informed by long-term memory of 2 piece or of perfor-
mance practice for the stylefera of music.

Are Clive’s performances mechanical! No, they are
reflective of his sense of performance style, humour and a
general exuberant joie de vivre. But because Clive is the
same person, he may well respond to a piece of music consis-
tently, Any musician will have his or her own interpretation
of the phrasing or ‘colour’ of a piece (where not prescribed by
the composer). However, where Clive's amnesia shows
through is in repetition of similar music “jokes” at similar
places—improvisatory witticisms. Any musician improvis-
ing on the hop may draw from a repertoire of possible formu-
lae and may be likely to come up with similar ideas. Clive
does have some fixed reactions to the same pieces of music—
at a cadenza full of semi-quavers in the Bach Prelude he

played for you, you may remember he “approximated” the
scale very roughly, playing some fistfuls of notes. He always
does this and always for the same reason, consistent with his
pricrities in performing: realising he would be unable to exe-

cute the scale at the very quick speed required, he sacrifices
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accuracy in a mad flurry in order not to lose the tempo. For a
conductor, tempo is everything. He also exaggerates the
wrong notes flurry, so even if it can’t be accurate, he will at
jeast make it amusing,.

The context of all this is that Clive’s performances are in
any case not anything like che standard of performance from
before he was ill. Principally a conductor, he was never 2 per-
forming pianist—his keyboard skills were more workaday
for the purpose of accompanying singers or score-reading,
trying out a piece written for larger forces, There was a
period when [there was a staff worker at the home who was]
a very accomplished musician and practised with Clive
almost daily. At that time, Clive’s standard of performance
was raised considerably. . . . How interesting that practising
in a disciplined way, interacting with another musician,
caused him to “learn” a piece even if he had no knowledge of
playing it before. Likewise, being left to his own devices,
never having another person to stow down a piece in oxder to
learn to play it, means Clive's standard of performance, not
surprisingly, doesn’t get better.

What I've noticed lately is that when I'sing with Clive he
corrects e, pointing out when I am not pronouncing all the
consonants with clarity, stopping me and saying, “No, no,
it's a B flat there—take it from bar 1 1,” with a new authority

I haver't seen since before he was ill.
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